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£h/luch adoe 

A thou/and Muffling apparitions, 
To ftart into her face,a thoufand innocent fliaiwts„ 
In angel whitcnefle beate away thofc blufhes, 
And in her eie there hath appeard a fire, 
To burne the errors that thefe princes hold 
Againft her maiden truthrcall me a foole, 
Tru ft not my reading,nor my obferuations, 
Which with experimental feale doth warrant 
The tenure of my booke: truftnot my age, 
My rcuercnce,calling,nor diuinitie, 
If this fweece la die lie not guiltlelle here, 
Vnder fomc biting crrour* 

Leonato Fricr,it cannot be, 
Thou Cecil that al the grace that fhehatb left, 
Is, that (he will not addc to her damnation, 
A fi nne of p e ri ury , flic not den i es i t: 
Why feekft thou then to couer with excufe, 
That which appcarcs i,n proper nakednclle? 

Frier Lady ,w hat man is he you areaccufde of? 

Htro They know that do accufeme, 1 know none, 
If I know more of any man aluie 
Then that which maiden modefty doth warrant, 
Let all my finnes lacke mereie,0 my father, 
Proue you that any man with me conuei ft, 
A t houres vnmecte,or that I yefternight 
JVlaintaind the change of words withany creature, 
Refufc me,hate mctorturc me to death. 

Frier T here is fomeftrange mifprifion in theprinces. 
Bene* Two ofihem hatae the very bent of honour, 
A nd if their wifedomes be milled in this, 
The prafhfeofit hues in Iohn the Baftard> 
Whofefpirites toyje in^mc of villanies. . . 

Leonato I know X30t,ifiheyfpeakebuttruth of her, 
Thefe hands rbaUteareher , ift hey wrong her honour, 
The prowdeft of them tol w f el heareof it. 
Time hath no.tyetfo dried this bloud of mine, 
Nor age fo eate Tip my inuentioi)*. 
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Nor Fortune made fuch hauoclce of my meancs, 
Nor my bad liferent mefo much offriends, 
But thevfhall find awakteinfuch a kind, 
Both ftrengthof limbe ; and policy of mind, 
Abilitv in mcanes^and choife offriends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Frier Pawfcawbilc, 
And let my counfell fway vou in this cafe, 
Your daughter here the prkiccfle (left for dead,) 
Let her awhile be fecrctly kept in, 
And pubhfh it.that fhfe is dead indcedc, 
Maintainc a mourning oftcntation, 
And on your families old monument, 
Hang mourneful epitaphes.and do all rites, 
That appertnine vnto a buriatt. . 

Leon. What <ha!l become ofthis?what will this doi 
Trier Mary this well caried, (hall on her bchalfe,, 
Change (launder to remoi fe,that is fome good, 
But not for that dreame I on this ftrange courfo, 
Put on this trauaile fooke for greater bath : 
She dymg,asit muft be Co main-taind, 
Vpon the inftam that fhe was accufde, 
Shal be lamcnted,pittied ,and excufdc 
Of eucry hearer: for it fo falls out* 
Th.it what we haue,we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles wc eniov it .but being lackt and loft, 
Why then wc racke the valew,then wc find 
The vcrtue that polTeffion would not /hew v$ 
Whiles it wasoursTo will it fare with Claudio: 
Whenhee fhali heal e die died vpon his words, 
Th ld<ra of her life flidl (weedy creepe, 
Into his ftudy of imagination, 
And euery lonely Organ of her life, 
Shall come apparelfd in more precious habite, 
More moouing de!icate,and full of life, 
Into the eie and prcrfpeA of his foule 
Then when flhcfiucfe indccd:thcn fhall he mourne. 
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